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uJqankagiutug 
We, the student body of Hope wish to make 
our proclamation of Thanksgiving. Far too often 
we forget to rejoice and to give thanks for "Hope" 
blessings; instead we murmur and find fault with 
conditions on the campus. But as we look back 
over the past year our hearts are filled with 
abounding thankfulness for the priceless heritage 
of Hope-the heritage of high ideals,offellowship-
and service. We have grave problems to solve but 
gaining courage from the experience of the past 
we may go forward in hope and confidence, guided 
and blessed by the providence of God. 
Wqttuksgiuiug Jrnrlamtttinn 
We have come again to the season of the year 
when, in accordance with the devout custom 
established by · our fathers more than three 
centuries ago, we formally set apart a day of 
thanksgiving and praise to Almighty God for all 
His mercies and blessings. 
We have every reason for thankfulness. Our 
fields and orchards and vineyards have yielded 
richly of their products. Our people have been 
sober, industrious and steadfast. Industry and 
enterprise have translated the varied and un-
limited resources of our commonwealth into 
wealth and happiness for all who have had the 
initiative and the capacity to do and achieve. 
While we face a new day big with many perplex-
ing problems, may our faith in the integrity of 
American institutions be rededicated to the gov-
ernment which has always symbolized the best 
that has been achieved since the struggle for 
representative government began. 
Therefore, by virtue of the authority vested 
in me as Governor of the State of Michigan, I 
hereby join the President of the United States in 
designating Thursday, November 30th, 1922, as a 
day of Thanksgiving and prayer. 
Signed, 
ALEX J. GROESBECK, 
Governor. 
A Symphony in Red. 
~long. the dimly lighted corridor of the Kappa House 
skipped Janie Rose, her dark eyes alight with excitement. 
She was a lovely, vivid little thing, was Janie .Rose. Tiny 
as she was-she was hardly five feet-her vivacious and 
sparkling spirit shone out of her entire being from her tiny 
feet, which seemed never to walk but always to dance, to 
her shining black hair which curled about her face in a rn.ost 
fetching manner. As for her cheeks-no rose was more 
velvety or bewitching than Janie Rose's cheeks. And not 
the least fascinating things about Janie Rose were her 
saucily pointed chin and ridiculous little nose which could 
crinkle up most provokingly. 
Yes, Janie Rose was fascinating-especially to the 
men. In spite of the fact that she was poor and had to work 
to support herself, she seemed to find plenty of time for all 
sorts of fun. Nor did she lack opportunity; for Janie Rose 
was popular-especially with the men. It is very strange 
that Janie Rose remained so unspoiled and sweet. Her 
charm and wit had won her a multitude of friends. Her 
lovable ways and ever-ready laughter were simply irresist-
ible, so Janie Rose was loved-especially by the men. 
To-night Janie Rose was unusually excited. Her feet 
seemed hardly to touch the floor as she sped toward a room 
at the end of the hall, under the door of which a streak of 
light shone brightly. A chatter of girlish voices echoed 
down the quiet hall. Hardly waiting for her knock to be 
answered, Janie Rose burst into the room. 
"Oh, girls! I'm so excited!" she cried, "What do you 
suppose has happened ?" 
"Oh, do tell us, quick! Has Dudley proposed again?" 
"Or has Mark drowned himself because you turned him 
down again?" 
"Oh, no! Impossible, girls! How absurd you are," 
added Mary Ames dryly, "It couldn't be anything a}?out a 
man." 
"Oh, you horrid things" retorted Janie Rose, her little 
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chin high in the air by this time, "I've a good mind not to 
tell you a single word. G'bye." 
"Oh, Janie Rose, dear, you know we didn't mean a word. 
Come on, don't be sore. Get down off your high horse and 
tell us, there's a q_ear." . 
"Well," replied Janie Rose, softening, "I'll tell you if 
you'll promise never to be so horrid again. Listen : You 
know the Beta alumni are giving a banquet day after to-
morrow night and it's to be some affair, and, oh girls, 
Mark's brother came late and aske• Mark to find a girl for 
him to take, so he asked me ! Oh, I'm so thrilled ! Just 
think! I've never even seen him but he's awfully handsome, 
Mark says, and he's making just heaps of money. Watch 
me make a hit! His name's Harley-Harley MacDowell-
doesn't that sound romantic?" 
"'Pon my word!" quoth Mary Ames, "I just knew it 
couldn't be anything about a man." 
"Oh, come now, Mary," piped up prettly little Sally 
Marlow, jumping down from her perch on the table. "Don~t 
be such a wet-blanket. I think it's perfectly lovely, Jame 
Rose! You'll have the time of your life. They're the 
swellest affairs." 
"Oh, yes," chimed in Betty Bates, who was stirring a 
batch of fudge in a chafing dish. "My sister went to one 
two years ago, and she hasn't stopped talking about it yet. 
What are you going to wear, Janie?" 
Janie's face fell. "I don't know," she said doubtfully. All 
I have is that old rose. But that's so old, I hate to be seen 
in it. But I'll scrape up something, you'll see." 
"Sure thing. All of my wardrobe is at your disposal," 
laughed big Ann Hardy in one of whose shoes Janie Rose 
could have played "hide and seek." 
"Thanks, Ann," said, "but I'm afraid your blue and silver 
would be slightly tight about the waist for me. But I do 
appreciate your generosity. Mercy me! Here it's nearly 
eleven and I haven't a lesson. S'long." And out she flew as 
abruptly as she had come. 
The girls she left behind sat quietly looking at one an-
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other for a moment. Their faces were very thoughtful; 
- probably they were all thinking the same thing. What 
wouldn't each one have given for just such a chance. Why, 
even studious Emma Golds would have given her right 
hand for an invitation to a Beta alumni banquet. Why 
should all the good times come to Janie Rose who-
"Girls ! Girls!" cried Sally. "I'm ashamed of myself. 
Here I am so jealous as a cat. To think of my begrudging 
Janie Rose any fun she can get. Why, girls, she's the 
peppiest kid in the bunch. She's the only one of us who 
hasn't enough money for everything she needs. She works 
like a trooper, she does, and I'm going to help her all I can. 
Let's see what have I got that she could wear? I'm afraid 
I'm too fat for any of my clothes to fit her." 
"You're right, Sally," responded Emma, the studious, 
we ought to help her. 'Barkus is willin". If she only weren't 
so tiny. She could wear my black satin, and my ruby 
earings Dad gave me last Christmas. She can hike up the 
skirt some way." 
"Speaking of rubies," exclaimed Sally, jumping up and 
down in her excitement, "wouldn't she be just too dear, all 
in red? She'd be a raving, tearing beauty, a regular flame. 
Oh, how will we get a red dress. We might take up a col-
lection among us and buy one, but she's so proud, she'd 
never take it. No, that wouldn't do. Oh, I just can't give up 
the idea." 
"We mustn't," decided Ann. "We'll fix it some way. 
Think hard. Perhaps one of the Theta's has one." 
"No, that's out of the question. We can't ask favors of 
the Thetas. No, we'll have to think of something else. Oh 
dear!" 
"Girls," slowly spoke up Mary Ames, who had been 
sitting silent ~l the while," you know my mother sent me a 
red tafetta last week, with slippers and stockings to match. 
I didn't show anyone because I meant it for a surprise at our 
party. But I guess she can wear it. She's about my size." 
"Oh, Mary," cried the girls in awed voices. "That's the 
very thing, but it's too mean to make you do that." 
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"Oh, yes, she must have it," replied Mary her faee 
brightening over her sacrifice, "It's rather hard to have 
some one else wear it first but I'd feel so selfish if I didn't. 
Come on and see it. Oh girls, when's a cat not a cat?" 
"When she's a dear, Mary Ames, darling. Let's go and 
see it and tell Janie Rose." 
Meanwhile, Janie Rose had returned to her room to do 
her studying. But study was too hard to-night. As she sat 
pouring over her French and Mathematics, her mind kept 
turning to the banquet. What was she to wear? She really 
was more worried than she had shown the girls. Her old 
rose chiffon over which she had spent so many tedious 
hours, was simply hopeless. The bottom was frayed, the 
ribbon bedraggled. No, she would rather stay at home, 
than wear that. Now she must study. She again set her 
mind to her task only to fall back into thinking of the 
banquet. 
"Oh dear," she thought desperately to herself, "Why 
did I say I'd go? What a ninny I am. But I never thought. 
All those wonderful people with their lovely clothes and 
money! Oh! why haven't I money like the rest of 'em? 
Why? Shame on you Janie Rose. You ought to be thank-
ful you can go to college at all, at all. Think of your tired 
little mother plugging away at home. Shame on you. But 
oh, if I only had a pretty dress. I .suppose I could borrow 
one, but I won't ask." Then catching sight of her scarlet 
cheeks in the mirror opposite, "oh, for a red dress, a beauti-
ful red one. Black hair and eyes-a red gown-red roses 
with green leaves-oh I must study. Dear me, there's some 
one at the door. Come in!" 
"S'prise ! Oh, Janie Rose, look; Do you s'pose you'd like 
to go in a dress like this. Isn't it a beauty? Here, hold it 
up under her chin to see how it looks. See, we'll drape it up 
like this. It'll be just simply scrumptious. And look, Janie 
Rose, here's pumps and stockings to match. You can wear 
my ear rings. You'll be a bird." 
"But, girls, where did you get it?" cried Janie Rose, 
half laughing, half crying. "Oh, it's too wonderful." 
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"It's mine," replied Mary, joyously. "And you're to 
~ear it, no questions asked. Why you'll be a 8---'&-a-
symphony in red ! Isn't that an elegant expression? 'Wish 
)'OU health to wear it'." 
"But girls I don't know if it's quite right to borrow all 
Uese things. Suppose-" 
"Never mind about the right and never suppose. This 
isour party, Janie Rose. Now, girls, off to bed." 
Left alone, Janie RGse sat thinking alone, lessons for-
gctten. What had she ever done to deserve such friends? 
Wiat are clothes and money when one has friends like 
• th,se? And oh, that lovely dress! She could imagine her-
sef at the banquet, a shining, vivid, scarlet, rose. 
Sm snatched up the gown, held it up before her, and 
prmced about the room-and then, for the sheer joy of it 
all she flung herself upon the bed and sobbed, and sobbed. 
The hours fairly crawled until it was time to dress for 
th< banquet. All the girls had crowded into her tiny room, 
ea<h one eager to help Janie Rose. Finally, after much 
fu:sing and countless "ohs' 'and ahs" and "let me's" Janie 
RGe stood before them arrayed in all her glory. She looked 
Iile a half-blown rose with her hair piled high on her petite 
had. Never had she been so lovely. 
"You'll be the belle of the party, Janie Rose." 
"Isn't she 'la belle dame'?" 
"A real symphony in red." 
Janie Rose, preening on tip toe before the mirror 
Strveyed herself from head to foot. Lovingly she patted 
tie American Beauties at her waist. Turning about to face 
he girls and making a low courtsey she cried: 
"I am lovely to-night, but it's all your fault. I never 
:ould have done it without you. You're worth-oh, there's 
my bell. Where's my coat and fan? Is my hair all right? 
Come on, girls and see the fun." 
On tiptoe all the girls flocked out into the hall and 
stationed themselves behind the banisters to see what they 
might. The symphony in red tripped along the corridor, her 
face flushed and eyes shining. As she reached the head o-r 
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the stairs a young man stepped ·rorward and stood waiting 
at the foot. Janie Rose gasped; a stifled cry came to her 
throat. A subdued giggle ran along the corridor. Then 
Janie Rose tripped lightly down the steps, while the girls 
made their way to Janie's ro~m. 
"Oh, my goodness me! Oh! Oh! Oh! did you ever? 
"Heavens to Betsy, I never saw anything so funny in 
all my life !" 
'Tee-hee-hee, he was good looking-tee-hee-l:ee, 
Harley MacDowell-it should have been Pat O'Flannigm. 
A symphony in red! We sure hit it right. Won't Janie htve 
a fit?" 
"Just imagine those two together-she with b.er 
scarlet dress and pumps 'n everything and he, oh girls! 1hat 
red, red hair! Oh my land!" 
-Marion Van Vessum. 
Life is too short to waste 
In critic peep or cynic bark, 
Quarrel or reprimand : 
'Twill soon be dark; 
Up! mind thine own aim, and 
Good speed the mark! 
-Emerson. 
A Tale of North Russia. 
The clouds hung low over the little village in the heart 
of the great pine forest. The roofs of the log houses were 
covered with a white blanket, and the snow softly resting 
on the treees gave an atmosphere of quiet peacefulness; 
but by the snow on the ground it was quite evident that 
this had been the center of activity but a short time before. 
Here and there the smoke rose from a chimney. Now and 
then a person in winter garb scurried from one house to 
another. A sentry with a gun on his shoulder walked slow-
ly and alertly up and down the street, stopping occasional-
ly to speak to other sentries at their posts. 
In one of the large log structures, the rear of which 
was used for a stable and hay loft, and the fore part as a 
dwelling, sat a small group of persons. In a corner of the 
room an earthen stove or oven took up considerable space. 
Along the walls were benches ; a roughly made table stood 
at one end of the room, near which were two chairs simi-
larly made. In the corner opposite the entrance hung the 
pictures of the Madonna and Bambino along with several 
icons. An incense pot, suspended by a chain from the ceil-
ing, containing a sweet-scented candle, lighted up the fami-
ly alter and filled the room with a mysterious, pleasant 
odor. Tacked to the wall was a large picture of the Imper-
ial army in a bloody battle before Port Arthur. Aside from 
this the plain log walls were barren as was the unpainted, 
uncarpeted floor. A box, hanging by four ropes from the 
ceiling and serving the purpose of a cradle, contained a 
sleeping babe. Near by sat the mother. One glance was 
enough to reveal that her life was not one of ease and luxury. 
Around her head she wore the brightly colored oriental 
headpiece tied in a knot under her chin. Her face was 
wrinkled, but a gleam of love and hope still shone from her 
eyes. Her clothes were made of homespun, coarse color~ 
less and without much shape. Before her, attached to a 
frame made for that purpose, was a mangled mass of flax 
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fibre from which she drew thread which would be later used 
to make the family clothing. 
Her husband sitting on a chair quietly smoked his new 
American pipe with an expression of contentment upon his 
countenance, although now and then he slowly drew his 
hand over his long hair and unshaven face as if to smooth 
over some ruffled spot. He was also dressed in the coarse, 
untailored clothing, as were the two children, a boy of ten 
and a girl a year or two his junior. The latter were sit-
ting behind the table and, judging from the expression up-
on their faces, were greatly interested in a book which lay 
before them. Occasionally, a sound of mirth and laughter 
broke the silence of the room. These were the members of 
the Kosciok family. There was, however, another person 
in the room,-a young woman not much over twenty years 
of age. In strange contrast with ths other members of 
the group she reminded one of a bird taken from its natu-
ral life of freedom and confined to the limits of a cage. 
Still, her presence there cast a brightness over the whole 
scene. She was beautiful even in that dim light, with brown 
eyes and hair, and a face that breathed purity and trust. 
Yet there was a trace of anxiety in it that gave it an ap-
pealing charm. Her clothing was not the rough homespun, 
but neatly made from finely woven materials. Her dainty 
form and features were really angel like in her surroundings. 
She sat and gazed out of the window, seemingly unconscious 
of anything except her own thots far away. Evidently she 
was musing over the events of the past, for peculiar cir-
cumstances had brought her here. 
Two years before she had been quite happy in her 
home in Petrograd. She had lived in comparative wealth 
and luxury with her father and mother. She also had two 
brothers who were officers in the czar's army. The revolu-
tion broke out, and everything suddenly changed. It all 
happened as in a dream. The brothers were never heard 
from again. The mother died of grief, and the dear old 
father, her only protector, was killed by the revolutionary 
party, being accused of sympathetic leanings toward the 
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old regime. Thus Marie was left alone in the world, and a 
dangerous world at that. Robbery was prevalent, and 
daily• there were murders committed in the streets. Then 
came famine and pestilence. That was no place for a hu-
man, say nothing of an unprotected, innocent girl. With the. 
assistance of a few faithful domestics, Marie gathered to-
gether as much money as she could and as many of her be-
longings as possible, and fled from t:he doomed city. There 
was but one place to which she could go. Far in the North, 
on the banks of the Dvina river, in the village of Chamova, 
lived Peter Kosciok, a former employee of her father. He 
was a good man and could be trusted. Often, when Marie 
was a little child he had cared for and played with her w~1en 
the other members of the family were away. 
As best she could, she made her way to that far cc,un-
try. Trains could not be relied upon in those days, so she 
made the journey with a pony and cart over the often al-
most impassable roads and through the dense forests. Thus 
she made her way from city to city and village to village, 
trusting to the hospitality of the peasants for food and 
lodging. Four hundred miles she travelled until she arrived 
at her destination where she was kindly received by her 
old friend. 
Over a year had now passed since her arrival. She 
had accustomed herself to the humble life in the semi-
primitive surroundings. Each night she slept on the floor 
beside the family. She ate the simple food of the peasants, 
which consisted chiefly of black bread made from course 
barley flour. Fish and wild game made up the rest of the 
menu. Vegetables were a rarity, and fruit was almost un-
known. The dainties of life as we have them daily in Amer-
ica were unheard of. The only familiar sight to an Amer-
ican was the tea-pot. The shiny brass 'somovar"-cor-
responding somewhat to our percolator-always stood ready 
on the table to.produce the boiling water for tea, and around 
it all Russians love to sit, and talk of things of interest over 
their tea-cups. Such was the home life of the Kosciok 
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family, as of all peasant families, marked by its simplicity 
and frugality. 
In the spring time, when the land was dry, Marie had 
watched the men get out their ancient plows to prepare the 
meager acres for the seed. With implements such as their 
ancestors had used in the days of Tartar subjugation, they 
still tilled the soil. A single pony draws the crude devices 
which are clalled plows, and much of the work is done by 
hand entirely, such as sowing and harvesting. Grain is 
threshed with a flail, and cleaned in a hand sieve. Between 
two large stones it is ground into flour. Flax is raised 
mainly for the purpose of making thread from the straw, 
and during the long winter evenings the women are busy, 
going through the extensive operation necessary for the 
making of the thread into the finished garment. It is the 
custom in this far North country for the young women of 
the village to come together many evenings for a social 
gathering and sing and talk over their work, while they 
prepare article after article of clothing,-for what we 
would think of as,-"things for the hope chest", that they 
might have everything ready when they came to the mar-
riagable stage. All Russian girls look forward to that, and 
it is considered a disgrace to them if they are not married. 
To be sure, Marie, whose early training had been so 
different from that of the simple village folk, could not be 
expected to think and act as they did. She, of course, was 
different, but did her best to make her life useful. She 
assisted in the lighter household duties, but more than 
that, she gathered the children about her and attempted to 
teach them about the greater world about them, taught 
them to read and write and awakened their interests into 
a larger life. She was helpful around the sick room, and 
drove the shadow of gloom from more than one wasting 
brow. Every where she seemed to lighten some one's bur-
den. Recently she had brought the son of the Starosta, or 
Mayor of Chamova, through a period of fever. As a re-
ward for all this the well meaning Starosta proposed that 
she marry his son. This was an hcnor with which any other 
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'barishna~ would have been delighted. He was the wealthi-
est and most promising young man in the vicinity. What 
should Marie do? She did not wish to offend the kind old 
Starosta, but her hopes and plans were of a different nature 
yet the realization of her dreams seemed impossible. Sh~ 
could do nothing but wait and postpone her decision. She 
went about as before bestowing her kindness wherever she 
went, and generally it was considered that she would some 
day be the Starosta's daughter-in-law, althought some shook 
their heads negatively when the subject was brought up. 
If Marie had had a father it would have been decided long 
before, but now she could decide for herself. 
Since her arrival in Chamova the Soviet government 
ha~ spread into every part of Russia. This remote village, 
which from the beginning of time had been a center of 
peacefullness, became a field of world activity. Soldiers 
from a far away continent were here called upon to shed 
their blood. 
The Soviet government had been overthrown in the city 
of Archangel by allied troops. The Bolsheviki had fled. 
Some had gone by way of river boats and the river road 
?own the Dvina to the interior of Russia, pursued by Amer~ 
1can troops. At Chamova the Bolsheviki had tried to 
withhold the force of the Am2ricans. While there they 
had treated the villagers brutally. They had driven them 
from their homes, taken their food, used their cattle and 
sheep for supplies and confiscated everything of value. All 
these deeds rekindled the hatred in Marie's heart for the 
murderers who were the cause of all her misfortunes. For 
a few days they held the town but the craftiness and dar-
ing of the soldiers from across the seas was too much for 
t~em. In the nick of time most of them escaped and took 
~1th them the son of the Starosta, thinking that by so do-
I~g the Starcsta would do all in his power to repel the for-
eign troops. 
The Americans were in control of the village now. To 
the people of Russia who had never been farther away than 
the next village these men were strange creatures. 
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They spoke a foreign tQngue which none understood. But, 
in spite of their inability to understand each other's langu-
age, they soon became fast friends. The Americans were 
unlike the Bolsheviki. They paid the people for the houses 
they occupied, gave them food and medical treatment. To 
the men they gave tobacco and cigarettes which did more 
to win their good will than any other deed. Many a long-
haired Russian gentleman enjoyed the first smoke he had 
since the beginning of the war with Germany. Thus, the 
people of Chamova did everything in their power to please 
the new-comers, their deliverers, and friends. 
In the weeks that followed several battles were fought, 
and the Bolsheviki were driven farther and farther into the 
interior. A few of the Americans had given their life blood, 
others had been wounded. In the meantime the Kosciok 
home had been converted into a hospital for the treatment 
of severe cases. The day before Joe Chinzy had been 
struck in the eye by a splinter caused by a rifle bullet. He 
lay with his eyes bandaged in a dark room of this home. 
Marie, with her usual kindness had offered her assistance 
to the doctor.. This was most willingly accepted, for the 
doctor knew that nothing quite equals the motherly touch 
of a woman's hand in nursing the sick back to life. Marie 
had b~en present when the bandage was being applied to 
Joe's eyes. She had assisted the doctor and had in that 
task found a new interest in life. There was something 
stange about that battle-scared face.. It seemed almost 
familiar to her. The silent mouth spoke silent messages, 
at the touch of her motherly hands. Joe did not murmur, 
but bore all pain in silence. That day-as we saw Marie 
in reverie in the midst of that family group-the doctor 
was about to come again to change the bandage. 
Now as Marie sat musing with her thoughts she won-
dered what the future had in store for her. She had suf-
fered much anxiety and sorrow. Would the future be dif-
ferent? She dared to dream, and dreamed of happiness, but 
what right had she to expect it? In her reverie her 
thoughts carried her away until a faint smile was dis-
I. 
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cernible on her face. Suddenly rousing herself she attempt-
ed to f ~rget her dreams in busying herself with menial 
tasks. . 
From that time on Marie could be seen in her little hos-
pital working untiringly and waiting patiently upon the 
wou~ded soldiers. She treated each with the tenderness 
and kindness of a mother; but if one could have seen the 
expression of deep thought and complexity upon Marie's 
face as she cared for Joe Chinzy, he would have wondered 
what was troubling her. From time to time she had s:en 
his face as the doctor dressed the eyes. Such an occasion 
put new hope into her heart. She could hardly contain her-
self longer. Could her dream be true? Her heart burn~d 
within her. Should she ask him? No, she would wait. 
The day finally came when the doctor considered Joe's ey_es 
well enough to have the bandage removed and allow a l~t-
tle light upon them. That day was a long ?ne for Marie, 
but the time finally arrived. She beheld his countenance 
and could resist no longer. 
"Joe" she softly whispered. "Joe, is it possible,-is 
it you, J~e ?" She bent over him and "'.hispered in. t~~ 
Russian tongue: "Joe do you remember Marie, your ~arie. 
He clasped her hands; his countenance radiated as 
though a sudden light had flashed upon it. His grasp 
tightened, and he moved his lips. "Marie,'' h~ whispered, 
"is it true. Haven't I been dreaming, my Mane? Let me 
hear you speak again." 
Two lovers whose hearts were one, though separated 
for several years by thousands of miles of space, were again 
united to find new joy and companionship in each other's 
lives. 
Joe and Marie had learned to know and love each other 
years ago, while at school together. Then Joe ~ent to 
America, the land of opportunity; but before departmg t?ey 
had pledged their love to one another and he had promised 
to return some day to claim her as his bride. Letters passed 
between them until the war broke out, then for long weeks 
and months oo news came. Next came the revolution and 
16 The A nch,or_,.Literary Supplem,ent 
its effects upon Marie. She had given up nearly all hopes 
of ever seeing him again, for how could he ever know 
where to even look for her? Still in her heart through all 
these years there remained a spark of hope. He had pro-
mised and would not forget. But little did she dream that 
he would come as he did. 
In the days that followed two happier souls could not 
be found than Joe and Marie. His eyesight was fully 
restored through her loving care and the doctor's skill. On 
Christmas morning the bandages were permanently re-
moved from Joe's eyes. That day an American chaplain 
passed through Chamova, but before he left two happy peo-
ple had been united in Holy matrimony. 
-C. Laman '23. 
Acquaintance I would have, but 
When't depends 
Not on the number, but the choice 
of friends. 
The Virtuous Vamp. 
Bourbon Street was a lovely street. Even if it was not 
the most stylish and up-to-date, yet it was the most quietly 
beautiful one which Melleville possessed. When one stood 
at the corner and looked down the shady aisle of maples, at 
the velvety green of lawns stretching up to dignified houses 
dreaming, as they were now, in the midday quiet of a warm 
July day, one could feel the peaceful calm pervading all as 
did the sunlight. The place on this street at which the 
passerby gazed the longest was the home of Judge Kendal. 
It was a low red brick house with a great white pillared 
P?rch spreading around three sides and shaded by rambling 
vmes and bushes. It seemed a house which had lived long 
and witnessed many good times. 
On the shady east side of the veranda, surrounded by 
cozy tables and chairs, swung a hammock. Its only sign 
of occupancy was a small, white canvas shod foot which 
propelled it listlessly. Anyone at all acquainted with 
Melleville would have known that the person occupying this 
hammock could have been no other than Madge, Judge 
Kendal's only daughter. And so it was, Madge with her 
fluffy auburn hair; her great brown eyes; and her rippling 
laughter. But to-day she was not laughing. A frown of 
perplexity made little wrinkles on her forehead and her eyes 
were fixed abstractedly on a bee fitting thru the honeysuckle 
vines. 
She was trying to think what to do. This was unusual. 
for Madge always seemed to know exactly the think to d; 
and how to do it; and it always proved to be the right thing 
and done in just the best way. But now she was "stumped." 
"Now let me see," she said to herself for the third 
time. "Something's got to be done and I suppose I ought 
to do it. But--what-? ? I've racked my brain but I can't 
get even an inkling of an idea. I don't know when I've been 
stalled like this. Just because it's so serious and important 
it makes it all the harder. I can see just how everything 
has been getting mixed-up since last Christmas and they 
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seem to be more tangled every day. Now here's Phil, the 
man I've been engaged to since last New Year's eve, going 
wild, "to the dogs," as Fan says, getting a bad name, being 
shut out from our crowd, and all because of the hateful 
Mark Sands with whom Phil is infatuated. I remember 
last Spring vacation Phil kept mentioning what Mark did, 
what Mark said,-Mark this and Mark that, and now he 
brings him home to work this summer with him in his 
father's business. Mark, just like a villain in a story, 
lures Phil into doing all sorts of horrid things, and it's grow-
ing worse and worse. It was bad enough at college, I guess, 
but it's terrible here at home. Smoking, gambling, maybe 
drinking too, while Phil-I can't see how he can be so easily 
influenced. He won't see anything wrong with Mark. The 
more people abuse Mark the more Phil stands up for him. I 
must do something but it will have to be very clever and-
well-subtle or it won't do any good. I wish-." 
She jumped up suddenly, smoothed her rumpled hair 
and straightened her blue linen frock hurriedly as she heard 
the sound of voices and approaching footsteps. When she 
saw the newcomers she ran forward eagerly. "Oh PoHy, 
Oh Fan, you dear things to come just when I was dying to 
talk to someone. I've worried until I'm a wreck. Come, 
sit beside me here in the hammock!" 
Each took a place on either side of Madge. There was 
Fan, capable, trusty, sensible Fan with her carefree, boyish 
manner and then there was "pretty Polly" as everyone 
called her, a black-haired, blue-eyed girl who, in her own 
opinion was disgraced by a slight lisp. Fact was, Polly'.s 
lisp and quaint little mannerisms made her most charming 
and lovable. 
"Yes," scolded Fan, "You're worrying again about 
Phil, aren't you! I tell you Madge, he's not worth it. I'd 
break off my engagement just like that," she snapped her 
fingers briskly, "if that wouldn't cure him of all his in-
fantile folly, nothing ever will!" 
"Oh, I thay, Fan, you've never been in love," said Polly 
seriously. "It ithn't Phil's fault, really. He juth sort 
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of helpleth when Mark talks to him. Mark ith hith evil 
genith. Phil ith a nice boy!" 
"Well, that may all be, but how does that help mat-
ters?", said Fan, in a matter-of-fact tone. 
"Oh, if I could only do something!" cried Madge. 
"Merely asking Phil to give up Mark, or anything like that 
would never do. He'd say I didn't understand. It would 
have to be something secret and cautious and-oh very 
tactful, so Phil would never suspect. But Fan; it I had to 
give Phil up, I'd-oh," she broke off despairingly. 
"Well, you won't have to. Let's think hard; you too 
Polly," Fan said briskly. "There must be some way to get 
ahead of the sneering, smirking Mark Sands. I wish Phil 
detested him as much as I do. Now, let's concentrate." 
Everything was still while the girls swung slowly to 
and fro and gazed meditatively out over the lawn. 
"You know," began Madge accusingly, "the latest thing 
he has lead Phil to do, is going out to that little roadhouse 
near Plaindale where I guess they play for money. Well 
anyway, last Wednesday night they were coming home real 
late and driving,-oh-you know how,-and Phil hit a 
closed road warning and smashed the radiator on the 
roadster and-" 
At this point in the narrative, Polly, who had been 
paying no attention jumped up excitedly, wildly clapping 
her hands. She stood before them and began "Girl th! 
Madge! Fan! Lithen to me. I got it! Madge, you muth 
vamp Mark. Make him make love to you! Vamp him, 
vamp him! I geth once Mr. Phil Bresford finds hith dear 
friend Mark making love to hith fiancee, then he will love 
Mr. Mark, only he will not; Oh Madge, ith's the rareth 
scheme, ith's great!-" 
"Polly Rankin, sit down and calm yourself!", Fan 
broke in. "There is one fatal flaw in this scheme of yours. 
How, I ask you, will Madge emerge from this vamping ar-
rangement? How will Phil like to see her in the role of 
the vamp?" 
"Oh no," Polly replied in shocked tones, "that ithn't it 
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at all. Phil muthn't know Madge hath anything to do with 
it. It muth look ath tho Mark wath crazy about her againth 
her wisheth. Anyway, Phil would never be angry with 
Madge; he likes her too much!" 
"Yes, but Polly dear," Madge answered, "what makes 
you think I could do anything like that and put it over? 
Why, I'm not nearly clever enough!" 
"Why Madge, you're the clevereth girl I know. You 
could do it juth ath ea thy;" Polly averred, "and we would 
all help you-" 
"Not such a kd idea, Madge; I reckon if I were you 
I'd try" said Fan encouragingly. 
M~dge nervously rose and walked to the porch railing. 
"But it seems so sort of-disgraceful and well-cheap to 
me," she complained. . 
"Ith it disgraceful and cheap to get that terrible Mark 
away from thith town?" demanded Polly. 
"Well if it sounds all right to you girls, I'm game for 
it. I'll see it thru. The more I think about it the more 
I think maybe it isn't such a bad idea. Now let's see when 
could I begin?" Madge asked. 
Fan began practically, "There's the Boat and Canoe 
club picnic tomorrow afternoon and the dance in the even-
ing. You and Phil are going and I suppose Phil's sister Lola 
will have to go with Mark. Phil is president and he'll be 
real busy; so you ought to have heaps of chances t? "~,iv 
your trap and get him in your toils," she laughed fe1gnmg-
a dark and sinister glare. 
"Now girls, tell me how I should begin. Let's get all 
the dope. Mustn't I be very-" 
There followed intense chattering, whispering, aP ·· 
bursts of laughter. The hum of their conversation contin-
ued while the shadows lengthened on the grass. 
* * * * * * * * * * * * 
Clang! the launch, churning the water to a white froth, 
drew up to the dock and stopped as its side scraped along 
the beams. The girls, dressed in bright colored sport suits 
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and the boys burdened with kodaks, hampers and other 
picnic paraphernalia at Phil's shouted command, "descended 
into the hold of the ship." 
In the bustle of departure, while the engines were 
throbbing into life, Phil rushed to Madge and apologetically 
cried, "Say Madge, Fan and Jack ran off and forgot the ice 
cream and it's up to me to go back and get it with the car. 
I'll follow in the rowboat with Ned Pelham. See? I'm 
awfully sorry Madge, but you understand, don't you. Of-
ficial duties and all that. Now you just stay here with Mark 
and Lola' and I'll be with you directly we land." Madg: ~ 
smiled indulgently and he was off, leaping to the dock as the 
boat drew away. 
Polly was talking earnestly to Lola so Mark and Madge 
stood at the rail alone while the launch chugged out into 
the current. Madge had met Mark several times before. 
He was not bad looking and he always dressed well, but he 
made a disagreeable impression on her. Many girls rather 
liked him, but she could not bear his insinuating looks and 
sneering sarcasm. But he was always courteous and po-
lite, too polite, she thought. "He reminds me of a snake," 
she often said. Yet her little game demanded that she for-
get all that and, although she felt like a hypocrite, she must 
think of the stakes and not the game. Mark had several 
times before attempted little intimate chats with her 
but she had always diverted the conversation to other 
topics. Now if he tried it, she would have to use it as her 
cue. 
"Phil's a great fellow," said Mark, thinking he was 
divining her thoughts. 
"Yes," sighed Madge, "h.e's a dear boy, but he's so 
young, so childish, Mr. Sands. Would you mind if I called 
you Mark? It seems we understand each other so well and 
Mr. Sands sounds so stiff." She asked it coquettishly, 
while laughing to herself at the alliteration in the last words. 
He murmured something about his much preferring 
Mark and craving a little privilege from her. 
Madge went on in her former tone, "Yes, Phil lacks 
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that poise and power which-like-such as you have, 
Mark," she added, giving him a long look from beneath her 
floppy white hat. 
"Ah, my dear Madge, thanks for the compliment and 
might I add you look charming this afternoon?" Mark 
answered in a low tone. 
Madge looked out over the water, with longing, world 
weary eyes. "Do you really think so? I'm very glad." Af-
ter a long pause she added, "Some men do not understand 
women. It's the little things that a girl looks for that Phil 
never thinks of. Sometimes I feel so alone and-," her 
voice faltered pathetically. 
"I know, little girl, sometimes things seem that way. 
But you'll let me see you once in a while, won't you? I 
might help to cheer you up," he said softly. 
"You are so kind," exclaimed Madge, deeply moved. 
"I will be glad to-Oh, here is Lola!" she broke off as Lola 
came over to where they were standing. Fan just behind 
Lola, lifted her eyebrows questioningly. Madge, shielding 
her face with her hat, cocked her head and winked a bold, 
mischievous eye. 
Soon after they had landed on the grassy bank where 
the picnic was to be, Phil arrived in the rowboat. "Gome 
on," he said to Madge, "let's walk down this path into the 
woods and see where it leads to. What do you say? Let 
them manage as best as they can. I've been trying all day 
to tell you that you look well-just smashing in that dress 
and hat! This way. Careful of the stones." When they 
were out of sight, Mark Sands turned to Polly, "Charming 
interesting girl, that Miss Kendal!_" he remarked. 
The sun was just painting the water a glowing red 
when the party sat down on the grass to eat the food set 
out before them in tempting array. There was much 
laughter and, as Polly termed it, "gay repartee" though 
Fan insisted it was just "bunk." 
Towards the end of the meal when the gayety had 
grown more quiet and subdued, Mark came to Phil and ex-
plained that Rodney and Ned wanted to talk to him concern-
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ing some plans and arrangements. "It's very important," 
he said, "I'll look after Madge here until you get back. Lola 
is with Don just now." 
Phil excused himself and went to seek Ned and Rodney. 
To Madge it seemed he was gone an age. She and Mark, 
sitting a little apart from the others talked low and earnest-
ly. At length with a sense a relief Madge saw Phil re-
turning. 
Then they all strolled in the purple summer twilight to 
a cottage about a half a mile away, where they danced 
until the evening hours had fled away. 
Madge danced four dances with Mark, and she noted 
with amazement the progress she had made in the short 
time. But after the fourth dance she avoided him and he 
enjoyed herself with Phil. 
In the general confusion of the landing after the moon-
light ride back to town, Polly found a chance to whisper to 
Madge, "Ith he enamored yet?" 
And Madge whispered back, "Polly, deary, I believe he 
is!" 
Then the crowd broke up into little groups, sauntering 
home in different directions. Madge could hear them sing-
ing as she sped away in the roadster with Phil. When she 
reached home she sat for a long time in the quiet library, 
thinking over the events of the day. "Oh", she whispered 
to herself as she rose and climbed the stairs, "how I loathe 
that Mark. I know he's just playing his own little game to 
amuse himself but I don't care what he's doing just so I 
accomplish my scheme. And Phil-the dear boy, Mark will 
never be able to change Phil's love for me, I'm sure!" 
* * * * * * * * * * * * 
It was the night of the dance at the country club two 
weeks later. Polly, Madge and Fan had taken dinner at 
Polly's and now were dressing for the dance. The "Trium-
virate" as they called themselves had selected this night 
for the climax of their conspiracy. 
"Everything is all set," Fan explained to the excited 
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Madge. Phil has noticed during the last week what a case 
Mark has on you. I'm sure he knows because yesterday on 
the porch over at Betty's I talked to Jack about it so p~,, 
could hear. I said to Jack, 'Have you noticed how Mark 
is vamping Madge? He follows her everywhere and makes 
himself generally a nuisance. He seems infatuated with 
her or else he is flirting unmercifully. I think it is a horrid 
thing to do to Phil-his best friend 'n everything. And 
poor Madge, I suppose she thinks she has to be nice to him 
because he's Phil's friend,'-and then I pretended to see 
Phil standing near for the first time and I moved on. I'm 
sure he heard. I intended he should." 
"Now,'' directed Polly, "you muth promith Phil the 
tenth dance and give Mark the ninth. Then sit it out with 
Mark in the conthervatory or on the porch. Let him go ath 
far ath he will and when Phil cometh for the next danth 
he'll thee a little tableau that will make him furiouth with 
Mark and he will command him 'Go, you cad, and never 
come into my thight again' and he will thay, 
"Poor Madge, never mind dear-he'll never bother you 
again" and everything will be all right and Phil will be 
thaved !" she wound up grandly. "Won't that be nithe 
Madge, dear?" 
"But," interposed Fan, "he must take you in his arms 
or kiss you or something like tha.t It must be bad enough 
to make Phil so angry he will send Mark away." 
"O, I won't do it !" cried Madge, stamping her gold 
slipper, "I won't do it! Why, I would despise myself!" 
Polly looked dismayed and Fan said coldly, "I thought 
you were a true sport, Madge. You said you loved Phil-" 
"Yes-I love him and because I do-I suppose I'll do it," 
said Madge haltingly. Then more gayly she cried, "Come on 
girls, let's go. I'll be glad when it is over," and putting her 
arms around her friends she said earnestly, "and you two 
are the best kind of pals to help me like this. You're the 
dearest friends I have!" 
Then they heard the boys downstairs; so wrapping 
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their cloaks about them they ran downstairs and out to the 
waiting cars. 
In the cloak room at the club, Madge received last in-, 
structions. Fan and Polly promised that Phil should know 
where she was, on the porch or in the conservatory, and 
she promised that the scene would be bad enough to make 
Phil break with Mark. 
As they descended the stairs into the ballroom glowing 
with soft lights and fluttering with with decorations, they 
were surrounded by a crowd of laughing girls and boys 
begging dances. Madge manoeuvered until her dance card 
was marked 9th M. Sands and 10th P. B. 
She danced the first seven dances scarcely realizing 
what she said or did. Never had encores seemed so short. 
All too quickly came the eigth which she had with Rodney 
Wills. Her heart beat so loudly she felt sure Rodney would 
hear it. Then she saw Mark coming for the next. She had 
a terrible desire to run anywhere, only away, away. But 
she saw Fan and Polly watching her and that somehow 
gave her courage. She knew she would go thru with it. It 
was a calm, self-possessed; tantalizing Madge who walked 
out into the conservatory with Mark. 
Phil danced that dance with Polly. They talked little. 
Phil seemed preoccupied. Probably, thought Polly he was 
thinking about what everyone was saying about Mark and 
Madge. Polly hummed the music softly to herself. 
"Who do you have the ·next one with?" he asked her as 
the dancing came to a lingering halt. 
"Jack,'' she murmured, "he ith across the room there." 
As he guided her through the crowd of dancers moving 
from the floor, Phil consulted his card. "Let's see, next 
is-Madge. Wonder where she is?" he said looking about. 
Polly affected an extreme air of nonchalance. "I thav, 
her going toward the conthervatory with Mark at th:: 
beginning of the danth" she vouchsafed. 
Then Jack arrived, and Phil started toward the con-
servatory. Polly gave Fan a long look which said, "Well, 
It's up to Fate now!" 
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little voice and with what sounded like a sob she turned and 
ran into the house. 
The r0adster convulsed and tore away with a crash of 
gears. 
* * * * * * * * * * * * 
It was a month later. Madge was strolling listlessly 
along the street about six o'clock at the close of a hot 
August day. She had spent the afternoon in the library and 
carried two of the newest books under her arm. 
The morning after the night at the club Phil had left 
gone up north to the lumber camp which his father owned 
in connection with the Beresford Saw Mill Company. After 
leisurely making his preparations Mark had boarded the 
6 :50 train out of Melleville. 
And Madge,-she had raged, wept, blamed, first her-
self and then Phil. But now she had come to feel that it 
was not her fault. She had intended no wrong, neither was 
it Phil's fault. She could see his side all too plainly. But 
anyway Mark was gone out of their lives. Phil still had 
his name and honor. Just the same, things seemed woe-
fully empty and worthless. At first she had rather enjoy-
ed her role as wronged, martyred maiden, but now she was 
feeling world weary. She repeated a phrase which she had 
read somewhere, "A woman with a past." 
A roadster drew up at the curb beside her. She look-
ed up. Yes, it was Phil. He tipped his hat and quietly 
asked, "Madge, will you ride?" After a moment's hesita-
tion she entered the car with a low murmured "Thank you." 
They sped away out of town, down the country road. 
They chatted conventionally, concerning the weather, farm 
and labor topics, and the most common commonplaces. 
Turning from the main road the machine climbed a 
little hill through a sandy road. It was a pretty country 
scene which they looked down upon. The pasture, plough-
ed fields, and groups of green trees were glowing in the 
last rays of the sun moving lower in the west. 
Phil stopped the car. Turning and looking into her 
face, he said, "Madge, I still love you. I thought you had 
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killed my love, but you haven't. I cannot be happy without 
you. I believe that affair with Mark was an infatuation 
or a flirtation and I care for you so much that I am willing 
to forgive you and to forget everything if you still love 
me--" 
A slow, soft smile lighted up her face. "And you for-
give me?" she asked. 
"If you still Jove me," he answered. 
"Forgive" she thought. "Oh well-" She looked at 
him. He seemed to have changed in the long month which 
he had been away. A new strength and reliability seemed 
to be a part of him. 
"Yes, Phil," she murmured "I still love you and-I 
never stopped loving you--." 
'23. 
Oh, in this mocking world too fast 
The doubting fiend o'er takes our youth: 
Better be cheated to the last 
Than lose the blessed hope of truth. 
Impressions of a Freshman. 
Little did I think last June when I was a dignified Sen-
ior in High School that before September was gone my dig-
nity would have evaporated into thin air. Oh, that marvel-
ous dignity, that Senior assurance! Houdini himself could 
not find a trace of it in me now. I have none of it! The 
last of it vanished on Tuesday, the nineteenth day of Sep-
tember, in the year of our Lord one thousand nine hundred 
twenty-two. 'T,vas then I ,valked with unsteady step thru 
the gateway labeled "Higher Learning", which led into the 
mysteries of Hope College. I had heard a terrible rumor, 
and I trembled. Somebody had circulated dire reports 
about the Registrar. And then a kind voice came to me in 
my distress. He wasn't as bad as they had told somebody 
that he was, in fact he wasn't bad at all! That cleared the 
atmosphere considerably. I had to wait some time in the 
office and I noticed that the divers kind of people around 
could easily be divided into two main classes :-those 
who looked wise and talked about Political Science, or 
Ethics, or Psychology and "Dimmie", or "Banty", or "Gib-
bie"; and those who tried to look wise and talked in whis-
pers about English, or History, or French and Dr. Dim-
nent or Miss Boyd or Professor Welmers. At last came 
my turn in the chair, and I didn't know whether I want-
ed to be an English teacher or a minister's wife so the 
Registrar told me I had better study Latin until I decid-
ed. He said it would take two years to decide anyway. 
Of course I took his advice. Then I tried to give my check 
to a haughty looking Senior but she wouldn't take it. 
Miss De Pree did, though, so I was duly enrolled as a stu-
dent in Hope College. 
I felt lonesome. There were a few familiar faces among 
the upper classmen but they only reminded me that I was 
a mere Freshie. And nearly every other Freshie came from 
Iowa. 
My chum and I took our seats in Chapel the next morn-
ing and looked around. Then we got up and went and sat 
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on the east side. But when Dr. Dimnent spoke my difficult-
ies were forgotten, and it really felt good to be back at 
school a Freshie again and with more first days ahead of 
me. Like all of his genus he told a joke or two, and then 
said that two and a half hours preparation was expected 
on every lesson. The Seniors were still laughing at the 
jokes, it seems. I wondered if we were expected to sleep 
less and eat fewer meals. Worst of all, the text-books and 
assignments were on the bulletin board and lessons were 
to start next day. But the Book Agency helped us out. The 
last copy of the "Hand-book of Ready Reference" had been 
given out and "De .Amicitia" was not ordered yet. And 
the Registrar was too busy to meet his classes so the next 
day promised to be rather easy with one or two breathing 
spaces. But we really ddin't know anything about our 
classes or what to do or where to go. Everything and every-
body was strange and I felt discouraged and more lonesome 
than ever. 
Thursday and Friday I learned a lot of things and met 
some of my class mates. I also went bankrupt; Miss Gib-
son wanted us to start an English text-book library. She 
supplemented that with eleven book reports. But money 
is not everything and by Friday night I felt as though a 
bright future lay before me. I felt more at home and less 
out of place, and the folks from Iowa began to look more 
familiar and more like natives. 
It was as though a master artist had taken brush in 
hand and painted my first drab views a rosier hue, with 
here and there the promise of a golden thread. Perhaps I 
had received in some way a glimmer of the Spirit of Hope. 
Dorothy Dick, '26. 
Reflections of a Senior. 
"When you come to the end of your college course, 
And you sit alone with your thoughts-" 
Am I really a Senior? 
That one question has been staring me in the face ever 
since September 21, 1922. It turns up in the most unex-
pected nooks and corners to demand. an answer but no an-
swer is forthcoming. Who-I ask you frankly and candidly 
-who would have believed that there was so great a dif-
ference between the state of Junior and Senior. Last year 
our class was happy and carefree but now what a respon-
sibility rests upon us. Lately I have been repeatedly re-
buked because of a certain tendency to round shoulders but 
how can I be blamed for it in the light of the foregoing sen-
tence? 
Our class has now assumed the illustrious position of 
being head of the school but there is something lacking. 
Should a member of the aforesaid illustrious class have a 
queer, hollow feeling within when he or she thinks of those 
numerous responsibilities. Oh, for a glimpse of the friend-
ly faces which stood in our places but a few short months 
ago. Then they were a haven of refuge to us and now they 
would be doubly so. 
Last year the Seniors were a haven of refuge to us! 
That brings another thought. It might possibly be, yes, 
it is highly probable that we are a haven of refuge to some-
body else to-day. Freshmen do look at us with great re-
spect. An expression of awe and wonder is often visible on 
a Fresh countenance when met on the Campus. I never 
before thought of interpreting it in that way but that awe-
struck look must be meant for us Seniors. Well-I think 
we are rather wonderful in a way. This is the fourth year 
of our triumphant march thru the Land of Knowledge with 
not a defeat worth noting to mar our pathway. It was 
easy, too. How could I ever have thought in my faraway 
Freshman days that it would be hard! 
As for the Faculty, well, they look at us in a differenet 
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light this year. Upon meeting any of these people there 
is always a deferential greeting instead of the rather in-
different nod which fell to our lot in the days of our unim-
portance. The proverbial Senior dignity must be asserting 
itself. Guess I'll look a little wiser the next time I meet a 
Freshman. 
Then there's that question of "next year',, where will 
we be and what will we be doing? Away from Hope, away 
from the Hopeites, away from the Faculty-will we ever 
be able to do without them? It doesn't seem as though we 
really know very much and yet' we couldn't graduate if we 
didn't know something. If only we were sure we had inade 
the most of college. Oh, well, there is one comfort at least. 
Time will tell. 
I'm glad I came to Hope College. I'm proud of the 
wonderful friends I have made. I'm indebted to my profs 
for new ideals and ambitions. Now if I don't make my 
college proud of me later then I'm an ungrateful Alumna. 
Joan Van Der Spek, '23. 
He erred, no doubt, perhaps he sinned; 
Shall I then dare to cast a stone? 
Perhaps tliis blotch, on a garment white, 
Counts less than the dingy robes I own. 
A Reverie on Studying. 
When I was asked to write this reverie on studying I 
was tickled to death because if there is anything I like to 
do it is to talk about studying. I not only like to talk about 
studying but I like to think about studying. It is one of the 
pleasantest things I do. Night after night I go to my room, 
lay my books in a neat pile at my elbow, and begin to think 
about studying. With my glance lingering on the opposite 
wall and my hands folded in my lap I begin to think of the 
morrow and how I shall walk into my classrooms with all 
my lessons prepared. And I think of the happy smiles of 
appreciation that will come over the faces of my professors. 
Then I let my thoughts wander farther and I think of the 
time when I shall graduate with Sum Bonuses etc. and I 
look farther into the future and I vision a world eager to ac-
claim me. I think of trips to Europe and to the Orient and 
to Iowa. And so my thoughts go stumbling right along un-
til suddenly I am rudely shaken out of my reverie by the 
entrance of my roommate bringing with him the strong 
aroma of hod-carriers relief. He is just getting back from 
an all night slumming party. I glance at the clock. It is 
3 o'clock in the morning. And so another pleasant evening 
has been spent. My books are neatly piled on the table. 
And so it goes year in and year out. And how do we get 
that way? If you ask me I think it's just simply handed 
down to us. 
Most of us are born and raised in hamlets that are 
bounded on the North by farm lands, on the East by a frog 
preserve, on the South by a wide open stretch of coun!ry 
and on the West by a river. Our early years are crowcted 
with experiences. Almost every year the circus comes to 
town, with one elephant and thirty lemonade stands. We 
attend Sunday School just before Christmas. Just about 
the time we are thinking of owning a cup of our own at the 
barber shop our parents decide, that inasmuch as we refuse 
to work, they had better give us the higher education. If 
we have a pair of strong lungs they think we ought to be-
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come lawyers, otherwise preachers. Soon after passing the 
portals we acquire a society pin, a package of polos, and an 
oration on Capital and Labor to hand in for public speaking 
every year, and learn to carry the basso or tenor part in 
the choral union. We take a leading part in all the student 
activities including tiddley-v.inks and disturbance of the 
peace in general. 
But getting back to our subject of studying again, there 
are just two kinds of students at Hope College. There are 
those who study and there are those who do not. Those 
who study at college forget how to use their brains when 
they get out and those who do not study have to use their 
brains when they get out in order to make a living. The 
result is obvious. There are just exactly about 203 reasons 
why students don't study. The first reason is that some 
students don't want to study. The second is that some stu-
dents take an English Modern Language Course and don't 
have to study and the third reason is that there are too 
many places on the campus where they can sit down when 
they are not tired. The other 200 reasons are the 200 co--
eds that adorn the campus. The ideal standard for every 
college is to have a one hundred per cent student body. By 
a one hundred per cent student body I mean a body of stu--
dents who study. The only way that such an ideal can ever 
be attained is to kick out all the co-eds, all the students who 
don't want to study and all the students who don't have to 
study and let Me and dr. godfrey and the Five Other Stu-
dents who do want to study, start a new school with this 
ideal in view. With a nucleus and an ideal like that I'm sure 
we could develop a school that would be the envy of every 
school within a radius of five miles. We would start out 
by putting all the members of the class of 22½ on the fac-
ulty. We would admit no one who chewed gum or ate life-
savers. We would make all the students room on the camp-
us. No one would be allowed out after dark. Any student 
caught riding on the street cars with one of the opposing sex 
after 7 :30 P.M. would have all social privileges taken away 
until after Christmas. Any student who did not return to 
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his dormitory by the time curfew blew would be consid-
ered as having stayed out all night and would be hung and 
shot full of lead. With a few more minor rules and regu-
lations like the above we would soon have a school that 
would be the berries. About a week after paying for their 
sheepskins and after the commencement flowers had wither-
ed our graduates would be ready to face the world. 
Very truly yours, 
Me. 
With the Essayists. 
THE USES OF HAIRPINS. 
The hairpin is to the woman a veritable "Open Sesame." 
With it, all things are possible. Without it, all things 
are possible, but not very much is probable. It has pro-
gressed through all the stages, from a bent wire to two-
tined ebony fork, inlaid with gold and set with diamonds. 
However, the wire hairpin retains its supremacy as the 
most useful weapon of woman kind, surpassing even the 
hatpin. 
With this auxiliary, carried in the hair for lack of a 
more suitable receptacle, woman is armed for any encount-
er. A new book, with uncut leaves, does not annoy unduly, 
for her paper-knife is at hand. A letter is easily opened 
by this self-same simple tool. A man is lost without his 
pass key, but a woman ever has access to her domicile, 
while life, and the hair pin last. 
One of its minor uses is for hairdressing. By means 
of hairpins, a woman's crown of glory may be arranged on 
the back of her head, evenly divided on each side, or like 
the leaning tower of Pisa. The latter style is rather obso-
lete, since the advent of the Fiji Island style. For all 
modes of hairdressing, the small wire hairpins are used 
as a foundation, or rather, to cement the foundation to-
gether. The superstructure is erected on this foundation, 
and is held in place by a more elaborate style of hairpin, 
usually the amber, or the celluloid style. As a sort of cupo-
la, rising above this structure of art, is that quintessence 
of hairpin style, either ivory, or ebony, studded with gems. 
I have good authority that hairpins are also used in the 
household tasks. One woman says, "Though not, perhaps, 
the most sanitary, yet the most convenient and satisfact-
ory method of pitting cherries, is by means of a hairpin." 
This is a woman's testimony, and therefore must be true, 
for are not her words, like the laws of the Medes and Per-
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sians, unalterable? I might mention also, its use as a cake 
tester, to determine the stage of baking the cake is in, or in 
lieu of a fork, to ascertain whether or not the potatoes are 
sufficiently boiled, and so on through the household tasks. 
Perhaps the most unique use I ever heard of, was as 
a wedding ring. The villain was hot on the trail. The hero 
and the heroine were before the priest, but the ring was 
missing. Swiftly the quick-witted heroine formed a ring 
from a trusty hairpin, and they were wedded in time to 
foil their enemy, who gnashed his teeth, and swore eternal 
vengeance-against the hairpin. 
In these days of changing styles, even the hairpin is 
in danger, as all women have the rage for bobbed hair. 
What, may I ask, will the trusty ally of woman-kind be re-
duced to? What will be substituted for it, or where shall 
~t ?e concealed when no longer worn in the hair? Surely, 
it 1s too valuable an asset to be lightly thrown away. If, 
however, it is finally discarded for good, or for bad, I sin-
cerely hope that women will mourn the departure of a true 
friend, and erect a suitable monument to its memory. 
Ed. Fieldhouse, '26. 
THE MOSQUITO 
What is more interesting than the study of a mos-
quito? What is more enchanting than his sweet humming 
voice, and what more enticing than the fantastic ways of 
this insect? For ages the mosquito has taken an active 
part in the affairs of the human race. He has stopped, 
troubled, and even interrupted the greatest speakers, ora-
tors, and statesmen. He has detracted the attention of 
many a famous engineer, artist, and sculptor. Finally, how 
many of us has he not kept from our slumber, waiting and 
fpnri:rig- lest he should molest us? · 
The spell in which the music of the mosquito grasps us, 
is almost undescribable. His tone also can not be surpas-
sed. Like shrill, high, silver bells, the sweetness of his 
music falls upon our ears. In his tone we hear the sounds 
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of many instruments, combined in the most profound har-
mony. How pleasing and restful is the sound of his still , 
small voice when one is pondering over some hard problem 
or boring himself with sleep. Truly such music is to be 
appreciated. 
As he gaily trips to and fro, we cannot help but ad-
mire his elegance of manner and grace of body. So slyly 
does he move, so nimbly does he hop here and there, always 
making us feel awkward and clumsy in our attempts to 
catch him. Now and then he rests and suddenly he pricks 
us with his tiny spear, mocking us in our useless efforts 
for his death. 
But ah! How sneaky and cowardly he is. Never 
meeting his enemy face to face, he always tries to sneak 
up behind him and then he stings him again and again, un-
til he tries to kill the little rascal. After this he laughs 
and gaily flies to our ears, loudly humming his defiance 
and noisily singing his victory song. 
What a timid and fearful creature he is! Always 
slinking around in the dark, where one cannot see him. 
Such cowardice should not be tolerated. Although we have 
many thh1.gs to admire in him, the mosquito should be kill-
ed whenever he attacks a person from the rear. 
John Albers, '26. 
ON THE ART AND BENIFITS OF SPAGHETI'I. 
How little it takes to please an Italian! The only re-
quirements are spaghetti and garlic served "en Mush." 
Very often these chaps frequent chop-houses where they 
amuse themselves during the dinner hour eating spaghetti. 
Not only is it a wholesome and enjoyable sport but one that 
requires skill and unlimited stamina. In Italy spaghetti is 
prepared by a method very different from that used in the 
United States. The Italian variety is composed of a doughy-
like substance which contains the essential ingredients and 
others things known to those famous Italian chefs. The 
material is then pulled out in strips, about five feet long, and 
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allowed to dry on the roof. Rain or any weather conditions 
do not affect the flavor. During this ventilating process the 
sun dries and hardens the exterior surface. In about seven 
days it is ready for table use and is consumed with great 
rapidity. There is little to say on the Italian method of 
preparation except that it appeals only to those who prepare 
it. 
How we admire the artistic spaghetti juggler, one 
who can eat the substance without entwining it about his 
neck or dropping it down his collar. These rare personage3 
become famous over night. I have often seen crowds gazing 
in awe and breathless suspense at the feats of the modern 
spaghetti eater. The gentleman referred to was as cool as 
a frostbite. Occasionally I observed a nervous twitch of the 
eye, as part of the substance encircled his ear, but he fough' 
bravely inspite of the length of certain segments which 
maliciol:lsly dangled from his fork. Then the crowd wavered 
and gasped for breath as he finished the last strand. He 
arose from the table with a satisfied air amid the cheer and 
applause of the alildience. Such are the common scenes in 
any modern restaurant, caf e or hotel. 
But let us turn to the analysis of the American spag-
hetti problem. We are a nation still young and unlearned 
in the art of eating this delightful preparation. H. J. 
Heinz & Co. should furnish complete instructions for eating 
their canned product. This would greatly remedy the 
present crisis, especially the social problem of serving this 
dish. The following rules are very efficient and practical. 
Firmly grasp the fork with the right hand, if you ar2 
right handed and leave the wrist very flexible. Then ap-
proach the plate of spaghetti very cautiously and with a 
rotary movement entwine the nearest segment on the fork. 
With the head at an angle of forty-five degrees and assuring 
your equilibrium, you are prepared to enjoy Italy's most 
famous dish. Never let a few failures darken your career. 
Always try again. Very rare harmony can be developed 
with a surprisingly small amount of practice. 
Statistics show that the spaghetti eater lives longer 
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than the vegetarian. The present theory which is advanced 
seems very acceptable. The contortions and calisthenics 
required to maneuver spag}_letti keeps the individual fit 
without the need of dumb bells. The present day motto 
should be, "Eat Van Camp's Spaghetti it keeps you as fit as 
Camp's daily dozen." 
Fred A. Meyer. '26. 
THE HERITAGE OF THE YOUNGEST CHILD 
"The Heritage of the youngest Child" is indeed a very 
much talked of subject. Grandad talks of it in his jolly 
old way; Grandma in her quaint way, and likewise Mother, 
Dad, Sis, and the "kid brother". 
I have personally always had kind of a sympathy for 
the youngest member of a "tribe." He is the "poor, down-
trodden soul". He is the one who always gets the answer 
"No" to all of his wishes, and he's the one who does 95% 
of the family housework. 
If the youngest member happens to have his clothes 
slightly out of press or in some way happens to be wear-
ing last year's shoes, the whole family jump him and tell 
him about a hundred times that he's the sloppiest person 
in the county. Again, had big brother done that, nothing 
would have been said. 
When we enter High School or College we must get 
nothing but the best in the shape of marks, and if some 
gear in the mechanism happens to go wrong and we come 
home with a 69 instead of a 96 paper, the whole outfit is 
once more on our neck. "You're a dumb-bell", "you don't 
try", "you go out too much", and phrases such as that are 
certain to go ringing through the "none too quiet" atmos-
phere. 
Sometimes the folks decide to have some friends in for 
dinner. All of us seemingly have a most enjoyable day of 
it, but as soon as the company has left, the family once 
more "jump" the "junge". He simply talked too much. 
"What business, they say, has a baby like that to tell how 
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much home-brew dad was fortunate enough to put away", 
or, "Why did he have to say anything about sister's try-
ing to rope in the good-looking Sem. student". And thus 
it is; always to blame even though he was merely adding a 
few touches to the conversation. 
The youngest member of a family is doomed from the 
day of his birth. One thing that interests Mother a great 
deal is the hours her "baby" keeps. When he goes out for 
an evening, "she just can't sleep till he gets home." Final-
ly when he comes in sight he sees half of the lights on 
awaiting his return. He cautiously enters the house, but 
quiet as he may be, Mother's old familiar voice rings out, 
as do the old familiar carols at Christmas, "Is that you 
Bud? Oh I'm so glad you're home. Mother just worries 
herself sick when her 'baby' is out late." And so it is with 
the "late" one. Oh agony, where is thy sting? 
Last of all, but by no means least of all, the "baby" 
of the family is bawled out more than any other member. 
He is always "selfish" or "spoiled". I, honestly, don't be-
lieve there is a single "baby" of the family who has not been 
told that he was spoiled at least one hundred times. From 
hearing that word spoken so often, it is actually a wonder 
that they don't get spoiled. 
Very likely the person who reads these few paragraphs 
will beg to differ with me, unless she is the "baby" of her 
family. However I just wish to ask her sympathy for the 
few of us who "came late", as such sympathy is well de-
served. 
Finis 
Randall C. Bosch. 
COLLEGE COURTESIES. 
We all know the song entitled, "Where, oh, where, has 
my little dog gone?" This I would like to change to, 
"Where, oh, where, have our manners gone?" It may seem 
strange to many where I say that in the most of our colleges 
to-day the students have very little manners. I will give a 
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few instances where it is easily noticed and then you can 
try to find the reasons for it yourself, because as long as 
I have searched, I can find only one reason and that iE, 
thoughtlessness, for I am sure that every college student 
knows better than to do many of these things. 
When the matter of college manners was brought to 
my mind by a friend, I noticed many things which I had 
never realized to be true. When the class was dismissed the 
boys made a grand "dive" for the the door and went out 
first and then, after the rush was over, the girls proceeded 
to leave the room. This was especially noticable in the last 
class of the morning. In one of these classes, which is just 
before dinner, the professor himself tries to beat everyone 
else out of the room. Although this is not such a serious 
offence it should, nevertheless, be corrected. I also noticed 
a group of students on a walk and when one of the teachers 
attempted to pass she was forced to go on the grass because 
the students seemed to think that they owned the walk. At 
another time a teacher passed a group of boys and although 
they all spoke they seemed to have too many books in their 
arms to tip their hats. Then again, while on an interurban 
car where there were a number of college men, I noticed 
that they had taken possession of seats while many women 
had to stand. Now most of these instances which I have 
mentioned concern the boys, but the girls are guilty as 
well. In one of the class-rooms I saw five girls chewing gum 
and thinking nothing of the fact that they were in class. 
One of these girls dropped a book on the floor and when a 
boy picked it up for her, she took it without even thanking 
him. Many times I have seen girls walk past their own 
classmates without speaking and acting as though they 
had never seen them before. _ 
Most of these instances show small offences, but I 
think they are worthy of note. The only reason that I can 
conceive for students making mistakes, such as these, is 
thoughtlessness. Many times students have their minds on 
their studies and forget their manners, but if the teachers 
in our schools would simply mention these mistakes to the 
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students they would probably soon be corrected. If these 
mistakes in etiquette are not corrected, colleges can never 
come up to the high standards which they could reach if all 
the students observed their manners. 





The very word warmth-warms one! The warm day, 
the darm room, the warm cloak, the warm heart. How 
many people there are who warm you-the very minute you 
approach them. Because they have warm hearts. I know 
when I come into a warm home. And I know when I meet 
a warm, radiant life. 
Not only do humans feel warmth and welcome but 
every object does also. Some things are treated so coldly, 
that their existence can be measured in short hours. In-
animate objects seem to respond when they have been 
treated with warmth for growth and improvement are rapid 
Difficulties seem to be left behind, and these objects go on 
building for and helping the possessor. 
With these facts in mind we are all wondering how 
much warmth our new publication is receiving. How long 
will it stay with us? Is everyone making it feel welcome, 
as it really ought to be? We hope it will not be asked to 
leave or even "move over". There is no reason why it can't 
feel as though it belonged to Hope students. 
The appeal comes to every student to help foster this 
new idea. Everyone can contribute something, an article, 
advice, kind criticism or even active work. Doing some-
thing will help to bring warmth. It will help to give Hope a 
literary publication as many other colleges have. It will 
help to create an outlet for the many excellent writings of 
the students. It will help in telling the world that here are 
men and women, who are preparing themselves for a gre::i.t 
struggle. 
Long ago the "Anchor" proved inadequate for the pub-
lishing of stories, essays, etc. Long ago the idea of pub-
lishing a supplement was thought of-to-day it is here. 
The least anyone can do to help this recent step toward pro-
gress is to show a little warmth. 
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No, fellow students, you will not be urged in any way by 
the Staff. It would not have you think its aim a selfish 
one. If you really like the new idea and want the supple-
ment three or four times a year, well it will just stay and 
grow to be a large healthy publication-each number filled 
with ample variety and one that you can read with pride 
and satisfaction. But warmth is always felt at Hope and 
we can readily say another issue will follow sometime in 
January or February. Start your contributions for the 





"With a great sum obtained I this freedom." 
. Acts 22 :28. 
Such Is the theme which has inspired A S M H t h' 
son t t h · · • u c m-o pres_en t e :n:1odern ~onception of woman's place in 
the_ e~onom1c and social relat10ns with the world in h' t 
str1kmg novel, "This Freedom" I h' ' . IS mos I · · n IS very direct and 
Pt~~;1~g manner, he has endeavored to justify the woman's 
:h I u be a~d also to show t:'1.e folly of any attempt to break 
e arr1ers of tradition and the laws of nature H' 
earnestness in seeking the motive which might brin . abo~~ 
such a revolt of womanhod from the humdrum . tg f th t • ex1s ence o 
e pas ' convmces us that he treats the sub. t f 
unprejudiced standpoint. Jee rom an 
The story is centered about Rosalie the y t d ht · th • - , ounges 
. aug er m e family of a rector in Suffolk. H 1· c t· f • er ear 1est 
oncep wn o the world was that all men had . t · ht d d · · propne ary 
r;g s an omm10n over this mysterious and extraordinary 
pace and t~at women did ordinary, unexciting and general 
ly, rather tiresome things. Even in chI'ldho d' h I -t d · t o s e earned 
? is rust and fear men because of the tragic death of h 
SISt er as a result of her father's partialI·ty Th's "d er s· t d f • 1 I ea per-
IS _e even a ter she went away to school where sh 
soc1ated with girls who had had the same . e as-It · experience. 
d t .1s not at all surprising that she should revolt and 
e ermme to study life from a man's viewpoint and strive to 
take a man's place in affairs. Her ability early won su 
for her So h h . ccess . . . appy was s e m this success, that she would 
let nothmg mterfer with it, not even love Altho h h 
was h ·1 • • · ug s e ·t arty married, it was agreed before the marriage that 
I was er duty and privilige to continue in her bu . 
care d h . smess er an s are ~he financial burden of the home. 
All her experiences with men and the world up t th. 
were but a preparation for the struggles, the joys, an~ t~! 
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tragedies which were to follow as a result of her attempt to 
fulfil her duty as a woman and mother, and still to maintain 
the place which she had gained in man's realm of work and 
endeavor. 
Through Rosalie, Hutchinson is endeavoring to show 
the sacredness of woman's duty to the home, and also to 
show the huge price in tragedy and sorrow required of those 
who neglect to fulfil this duty. -M. P. C. '25. 
----o----
THE GROWTH OF THE SOIL 
By Knut Hamsun 
In 1920, the Nobel Prize in Literature was awarded to 
Knut Pederson Hamsun, without question Norway's great-
est living author. This signal honor purposed to recognize 
him as one of the world's greatest contributors to fiction in 
the past decade, and the greatest coming into prominence 
in that particular year. Hamsun is the author of several 
pieces of fiction, striking in their originality and distinctly 
human characters but nevertheless belonging to that ever 
increasing class of mediocre fiction which fails to "catch 
the eye" of the reading public. Indeed some of these works 
should and will be more widely read, but it is the author's 
latest and master effort that establishe5 him as, 'of the 
greatest living authors'. 
"The Growth of the Soil" is truly a masterpiece of fic-
tion. It is the life story of a man in the wilds, the genesis 
and gradual development of a hom~stead, the unit of hu-
manity, in the untilled, uncleared tracts that still remain 
in the Norwegian Highlands. Its dominant note is one of 
patient strength and simplicity; the mainstay of its work-
ings is the tacit, stern, yet loving alliance between Nature 
and man in his struggle for the sustinence and contentment 
which she must grant if he be worthy. To establish this 
contact between man and the soil the author creates "Isak" 
one of the most wonderful characters in modern fiction. 
Deliberately shorn of all that makes for mere effect, Isak 
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stands out as an elemental figure, the symbol of a man at 
his best, face to face with Nature and Life. It has been 
reverently said that there is no greater human character 
in the Bible itself. 
Centered about this character the author has develop-
ed a tale interesting in the extreme. One wonders at the 
insight into human nature shown by the author, and at his 
unlimited scope and variety of characters. The story is 
distinctly human and is endowed with those characteris-
tics of originality and uniqueness which distinguish all that 
is permanent in fiction. This of all modern books is more 
than a passing sensation. Read it 





I trust that I shall never be 
Too old to feel the boy in me : 
A boy who can with freedom throw, 
On one he's learned to love and know, 
His heart's full throng of grief and joys 
And all those dreams so dear to boys ; 
A boy who feels the force of play, 
And knows the worth of a summer day; 
A boy who fears no slightest harm 
When sheltered by a mother's arm, 
And often feels himself afraid 
Without a Someone's kindly aid; 
A boy who holds in fearful awe 
The sacred majesty of law. 
The boy grows fainter day by day, 
But I want some of him to stay. 
Peter H. De Vries, '22. 
(With due apologies to Joyce Kilmer) 
LOOKING BACKWARD 
When asked to write my impressions of Hope from 
the point of yiew of one looking backward, I was filled with 
dismay. How can I take a disinterested look backward at 
Hope, when I have just left her, while I am still a part of 
her? We who have just left our Alma Mater, in the hours 
that fill our day, "each clamorous with need", are busy look-
ing forward to the fulfillment of the mission that Hope gave 
us. Ah! there you have the solution! One cannot look 
back to Hope, because her spirit is ever with us in the pres-
ent, still guiding, still teaching, still cherishing us. 
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I remember clearly. one incident that happened when I 
was an undergraduate at Hope. I dared to talk of honor, 
truth, loyalty, love, peace thruout the land to a young but 
experienced and wary politician. He laughed sneeringly 
and said,-"! can't talk sense to you now, not while you are 
in college. Wait till you're older, and you'll get over your 
ideals." 
I vowed that I would never "get over" them. If Hope 
teaches one thing better than other schools, it is idealism. 
I don't mean the vague idealism that expects the world to 
become a Utopia in one day. The principles of faith, love, 
human kindness honor, service,-these are the things Hope 
teaches you and' me to carry on thru the world, and this is 
the kind of idealism that will some day rule the world. 
You wonder if one can learn these things and forget. 
In my case, it was so. My politician was almost right. The 
first bump against an indifferent and unsympathetic world 
left me bruised, and I blamed the college and the teach~rs 
that lied to me about life. Then happened the most im-
portant thing in my career. I met our college president one 
day and in a few minutes talk, in a few short words, he 
set' all things right, without even knowing my difficulty. 
After a few questions about my work, he smiled as if to 
say, "Of course, you don't need this reminder". Then he 
said, 
"Remember! Hope trusts in you. She expects great 
things of you." 
That I think is the biggest thought that comes to us 
who have' left Ho;e. Out here in the world, we Alumni are 
banded together, far apart, our names unknown, even to 
each other and yet united for we have a common mother, 
who has t;ained us to work the same good and in the self-
same way. Everything that one of us does reflects glory 
on the rest and upon Hope. Wherever we go, we find that 
the name and fame of Hope, because of the greatness of 
one of her sons or daughters, has. preceded us. A sma11 
college, yes, but she has left to us a wealthy legacy of whicn 
we are proud. · 
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I haven't much sympathy for the destructive criticism 
one hears of Hope. In comparison with other institutions, 
she is great indeed in the things we need most in our lives 
today,-faith, hope and charity. What if her halls are not 
made of marble? The greatest university that ever exist-
ed boasted no halls or books. It was a log with Mark Hop-
kins on one hand and a farm boy on the other. It was a 
success because of the teacher, and the spirit of that school 
can never die. 
I can' thelp talking about the present instead of look-
ing back. I can but briefly mention the things I loved most 
in Hope. Dante, when he met in the realms of shade the 
old instructor of his youth, expressed in fervent terms his 
gratitude for the patient care his instructor had given him, 
and cried out, 
"Never shall your dear image depart from my memory, 
who, while on earth taught me how mortals are immortal-
ized." 
So do I speak to the teachers w ~1ose noble thats still in-
fluence my life. A greater tribute cannot be given them. 
To one looking backward, the friendships formed in 
college days are the sweetest that exist. These are the 
friendships which endure forever. Nowhere does one find 
such friends again. They live together in youth, sorrow-
ing over the same tragedies, laughing together at come-
dies, sharing joy, grief, despair, rapture, triumph, defeat; 
struggling with the same temptations, doubts, and fears; 
overcoming each as they strive for the same distant goal. 
How can anythiny separate them, and who can ever fill 
their places when they part? 
Now I shall tell you why I prefer to look forward, 
Hopeites. The backward view is incomplete, because in 
spite of all that we accomplished there at Hope, the great-
est thing we have learned is this: What we have gained 
is little in comparison with the vast unattained! Nobler 
than all we have done are the things that we wish to do. 
Look backward, Hopeites, only to gather strength and 
courage and wisdom from memory, but look forward to the 
52 The Anchor-Literary Supplement 
accomplishment of the things tha tare waiting for us. Re-
member,-
"Hope expects great things, of you ! She trusts you to 
accomplish the:rn !" 
Anne M. Whelan, '20. 
'DON'T YOU THINK THAT-' 
As students, we speak all too glibly of the conflict which 
is being waged in this world between the material and the 
spiritual? Of course, the fact is there, and cannot be gain-
said. But it has been spoken of so often and with so little 
understanding, that the average student group is not af-
fected one iota when the statement is made. There is a 
peculiar soul-callous with which we as unthinking students 
are afflicted. This conflict is not a mere sham-battle be-
tween so much spiritual energy and an equal portion of 
matter or material energy. The very foundations of the 
world shake because of the impact of these great forces; 
the fabric of humanity's life is torn into shreds by its de-
stroying power ; the tragedies of every life and of every 
civilization are the damning sequences of this gigantic 
struggle which can rightly be called the 'struggle of the 
ages'. No! Not merely two words,-'material', 'spiritual'. 
The issue is rather this: Whether in a universe which is 
ultimately a moral unive.rse, the scepter of power shall be 
swayed by the material,-dea.d, visible, mechanical,-or 
whether it shall be swayed by the spiritual,-the personal, 
warm, vital, and invisible. 
Surely, this is a moral universe. There is universal 
consent given to the proposition that there is a 'power that 
makes for rightousness'. Our legal statutes are but con-
fessions of a moral ideal and an attempt to reach it. Our 
criticisms of individuals and institutions such as Church 
and State, are all expressions of our moral world. Even 
the great scientists who have been most fierce in their de-
nunciations have called nature immoral, arguing, natural"" 
ly, that somewhere the ultimate universe is a moral one. 
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An invisible moral order cannot be ruled over by visi-
ble forces. That is what materialism proposes to do. And 
because so many people have been duped and bulldozed by 
the seeming successful maneuvers of the forces of mater-
ialism, we have the great personal and national catastro-
phies which harass our memories each day. 
We believe that the struggle as a whole is not mors 
severe than it has ever been, but it does seem as if the 
forces of materialism have centered their attack, so that 
it is apparent mainly in the field of industry. 
The sin of industry is that it continually de-person-
alizes life, and enthrones impersonal values. We do not 
argue for a complete estrangement of the physical and the 
spiritual, but rather that the physical should be, and right-
ly is, the servant of the spiritual. Industry forgets that 
the present social order is not a product of mechanical 
materialism, but that it is an outgrowth of the life of per-
sonality. And if the social order is to last, then there must 
be more expression of the life which is wrapped up in per-
sonality, and not of the death which is wrapped up in every-
thing material. It is finally people that matter,-not things. 
Industry will not believe this. Neither will the aver-
age individual, whether he be a cog in this great machine 
of industry, or not. For the unprecedented gains and de-
velopment in the realm of the material has thwarted our 
cap1:1,city for right thinking, and has <limned our spiritual 
insight. But mark the antithesis: In the years from 1881 
to 1900 (we choose statistics from the past rather than 
from the uncertain present) there were about 22,793 
strikes; 1005 lockouts; 6,610,000 men thrown out of work; 
and a total loss to laboring men of $306,683,233, and to em-
ployers a loss of $142,659,104. What is this but a confes-
sion of impo'tence and of moral bankruptcy. 
The universal ultimate is a moral universe. The in-
dividual ultimate is personality. In the face of these ulti-
mates, the forces of materialism can make no plea in self-
defence, for the forces of materialism with its program 
of de-personalization has brought immeasurable and inde-
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scribable woe to mankind. It has thrown into bankruptcy 
humanity's deeper meanings of life. It has tried to make 
of no account the enriching reign of the spirit. 
That is the unspeakable tragedy of materialism. It 
robs us of our living personality,-that which we are,-and 
tries to mould us into forms of iron and steel. That is what 
makes this conflict of which we speak so glibly, so horrible. 
It is fundamentally an attack upon the Great Personality in 
whose power lies the destiny of nations and individuals. It 
seeks to take away from us the abiding fellowship of that 
Personality, Whose presence we have felt, and in Whose 
power we have lived. Materialism 'has taken away my 
Lord, and I know not where they have lain Him.' 
This, then, is the task of the Christian College Student: 
To abide so closely in the presence of this Infinite Personali-
ty, that the attacks of materialism may not be fatal. To be 
sure, the material has its luring qualities and promises. But 
it makes promises like a drunken man, for at its best ma-
terialism is drunk with the vanity of her achievements. 
And yet, she cannot seem to understand, or does not care , 
to understand, that her progress has been paid for with the 
martyred blood of the world. But in spite of her promises, 
the real follower of the Great Personality, ignores the ma-
terial, because, as he looks with prophetic eye into the fu-
ture, he sees the final victory which shall end the conflict,-
a victory of imperishable personality over perishable ma-
terial forces. The saving of a moral universe, lies within the 
·. power of personality, or it lies nowhere. The saving of a 
· decaying civ:ilization lies in the power of the proper empha-
sis of personality, or it lies nowhere. 
And all human personality finds its power in the Great 
Personality. 
Winfield Burggraaff. '22. 
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